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Exeunt* 


The Tragedie 

But where to morrow? well ali is one tor that; 

Who hath delcried the number of the foe? 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their greateft number* 
Ring. Why, our battalion trebles that account. 
Betides, the Kings name is atower of ftrength. 

Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want; 

Vp with my tent there, valiant Gentlemen, 

Let vs turuey the vantage ot the held, 

Gall for fome men offounddiredion. 

Lets want no di(cipline,make no delay. 

For Lords.to morrow is abulieday. 

gnter Richmond with the Lords . 

Rich. The weary Sunne hath made a golden feat. 
And by thsbrighttracke ofhis fierie Carre, 

Giues flgnall ofa goodly day to morrow; 

Where is fir William Brandon, he tliali beare my Itanderd, 
The Earle of mbrooke keepehis regiment, 
Goodcaptaine Blunt, beare my goodnight to him, 
And by the fecond houre in the morning. 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goelt. 
Where is Lord Stanly quarterd,dofift thou know? 

Blunt ♦ Vnles 1 hauemiftane his colours much* 
Which well I am allur'd 1 haue not done. 

His regiment lieth halfe a mile at leaft. 

South from the mightie power of the King. 

Rich, If without perill it be polhble, 

Good captaine'2/#»r beare my goodn'ght to him. 
And giue him from me, this molt needfull lcrowle* 
Blunt . Vpon my life my Lord, Ilevndertake it. 
Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome lake and paper in my tent, 
lie draw the forme and modle of our battcll. 

Limit; each leader to his feuerall charge, 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall ftrength; 
Come, let vs confultvpon to morrows bufinelle. 
Into our tent, the aire is raw and co'd. 

Enter K. Richard , Nor. Ratchffe, Catesbie. 

King. What isaclocke? 
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of Richard the Third* 

fa. It is fix of the clocke, fullfupper time. 

Ring. I will not fup to night, giue me fome Inke & paper, 
What, is my Beauer eafier then it was? 

And all my armor laid into my tent. 

Cat. It is my Liege,and all things are in readineffe. 

Ring. Good Norfolk e hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfecarefull watch, chufe t rutty Ccntinell. 

Nor. IgoemyLord. 

_S>£.Stur with the Larke to morrow gentle Norfolk, e. 

Nor. I warrant you my Lord. 

Ring. Catesbie. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Ring , Send out a Purfeuant atarmes 
To Stanley t regiment, bid him bring his power 
Before Jun-riling, leaft his fonne George fall 
Into the blind caue of cternall night, 

Fill me a bowleof wine, giue me a watch, 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Looke that my ftaues be found and n ot too heauy Ratchffe , 
Rat, My Lord. * 

King, Saweft thou the melancholy L .Northumberland 
tyt, Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfelfe. 

Much liktCockfhut time, from troupe to troupe 
Went through the armie chearing vp thefouldiers. 

King So lam fatisfied, giue me a bowleof wine, 

I haue not that alacritie of fpirit, 

Nor cheare of mind that I was wont to haue: 

&titdowne, is Inke and paper readied 
Rat. It is my Lord. 

mv Guard watch.leauemee, 

Rate life about the midft of night come to my tent 
And heipe to armc me ; leaue me I fay. Exit Ratchffe. 

Enter Darby to Richmond in is tent . 

Bar. Fortune andviftorie fit on thy helme. 

Rich. AH comfort that the darke night can afford, 
be to thy perfon , noble father in lawe, 

1 e " me how fares our noble mother? 

] x?* r ‘ Iby atturney blelfe thee from thy mother, 

Q praies continually for Richmonds good) 
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